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"A man like that should be in prison," Michel said.   "Lies!"
"He should be under lock and key," said Robert.
"Anyway, this war isn't against Hitler," 1 said. uDo you remember
what Tardieu said: Hitler cst la Jumdc, mats hi paillc cW rAllcmaync
etcrnelle."
In view of what happened to them later on and the metamorphosis
they went through, I like to record that they heartily agreed with
me, which meant agreeing with Tarclieu.
The party broke up. I went with Mimile to dine at Ehncr's.
That little restaurant was in the rue Chevalier de la Barre, a street
that has been painted to suffocation. The terrible thing about the
street is that were F able to paint I know I would come even from
the other end of the globe to paint it. After dinner, Mimile and I
walked to the Sacre-Ccvur and looked down on Paris. The black-
out wasn't too good. In fact, you could see lights that said, here's
a boulevard, here's the Arc de Triompho, here's Vincennes and
over there's Montparnasse. "It wouldn't be difficult for (Jerman
bombers to pick their targets,11 I said. "Laws can't bo enforced on us
Frenchmen," Mimile said. "We always go our own way." UI know,"
I said; "that's why all the defeatist talk one boars doesn't amount to
much. If real fighting comes you'll show the world once* again."
"Of course. Nobody need worry about us. We'll show 'em.
Look at that damned searchlight; it's spoiling the effect of those
odd lights all over Paris."
As I've said before, Mimile took the thing seriously. Because our
minds still belonged to the years of the crises, similar complaints
could be heard right and left.
After a last bottle of wine f went home. It wasn't yet ten o'clock;
a rare event for me. I lived on the second lloor of Numcro T 3. My
windows didn't have the large vista of Paris that the situation of the
house deserved. For some obscure reason a wall ran from the house
on the left to the houses on the right and that wall stopped at the
third floor. So whenever I looked out through the window f behold
that unyielding wall on one side, and on the other the back view of
two very poor old houses and their windows and walls narrated
the fact that there was no electric light, no plumbing, and not even
water. In the square there was a pump, so why worry? Hehind
that wall was the whole of Paris, stretching deep into the night, so
why worry about that wall? Generally speaking, I didn't worry,
I went to bed, and in a little while the Place du Tort re was before
me. It was afternoon and a policeman, aj?/c, stood in the middle of
the square. He carried his cloak rolled round his arm and used it as
a shield. In his right hand was a revolver and he was firing away